286                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

gant gowns. I met a very beautiful woman,
whose hair was the color of an aurora. I
could have sworn that she was a Breda
street girl. I recognized in her the wife of
a general. Her hair was formerly a dark
chestnut. We are progressing in manners.

CCCVIII.

PALACE OF FONTAINEBLEAU,

August 4, 1868.

I HAVE been here for a fortnight, doing
nothing at all. I have a sweet memory of
our last walk. Have you ? Here I walk a
little, read less, and breathe well enough.
There are about thirty persons in the pal-
ace, the only new comers being cousins of
the Empress, whom I met in Madrid, and
who are very amiable to me. I have made a
copy of a portrait of Diane de Poitiers. She
is represented as Diana, dressed with a bow
and arrow, and it is evident that she posed.
From the feet to the head, everything is a
portrait, I shall dare to say that the fact
results, from an examination of her legs,
that she tied her garters above her knee.
heroine tears English lace, which is much
